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１． 白人クレオールといわれるジーン・リース
ジーン・リース (Jean Rhys) (1890-1979) という作家は１８９０年にカリブ海
のイギリス領ドミニカ島に生まれた。父親はウェールズ人の医者，母親は西イ
ンド諸島に移住した白人クレオールである。彼女の代表作は１９６６年に発表さ











テット (Quartet)』(1928)，『マッケンジー氏と別れた後で (After Leaving Mr






























I didn’t like England at first. I couldn’t get used to the cold. Sometimes I
would shut my eyes and pretend that the heat of the fire, or the bed-clothes drawn
up round me, was sun-heat; or I would pretend I was standing outside the house at
home, looking down Market Street to the Bay. When there was a breeze the sea was
millions of spangles; and on still days it was purple as Tyre and Sidon...Sometimes
it was as if I were back there and as if England were a dream. At other times















All the way back in the taxi I was still thinking about home and when I got into bed
I lay awake, thinking about it. About how sad the sun can be, especially in the
afternoon, but in a different way from the sadness of cold places, quite different....
That was when it was sad, when you lay awake at night and remember things. That
was when it was sad, when you stood by the bed and undressed, thinking, ‘When he
kisses me, shiverd run up my back. I am hopeless, resigned, utterly happy. Is that
me? I am bad, not good any longer, bad. That has no meaning, absolutely none. Just















And then night outside and the voices of people passing in the street- the forlorn
sound of voices, thin and sad. And the heat pressing down on you as if it were
something alive.
I wanted to be black. I always wanted to black. I was happy because Francine was
there, and I watched her hand waving the fan backwards and forwards and the beads
of sweat that rolled from underneath her handkerchief. Being black is warm and gay,























‘I’m a real West Indian,’ I kept saying. ‘I’m the fifth generation on my mother’s
side.’
‘I know, my sweet, ‘ Walter said. ‘You told me that before.’
‘I don’t care, ‘ I said. ‘It was a lovely place.’
‘Everybody thinks the place where he was born is lovely, ‘ Walter said.
‘Well, they aren’t all lovely, ‘ I said. ‘Not by a long chalk. In fact, some of them
give you a shock at first, they’re so ugly. Only you get used to it; you don’t notice






















The Caribs indigenous to this island were a warlike tribe and their resistance to
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white domination, though spasmodic, was fierce. As lately as the beginning of the
nineteenth century they raided one of the neighboring islands, under British rule,
overpowered the garrison and kidnapped the governor, his wife and three children.
They are now practically exterminated. The few hundreds that are left do not
intermarry with the Negroes. Their reservation, at the northern end of the island, is





部の冒頭である。そこではアナは ”I love you I love you I love you but you’re just























は重要な意味があるとセシ リ ア・マ シ ッ ク (Celia Marshik) は British










And your hideous underclothes. You look at your hideous underclothes and you









There was an advertisement at the back of the newspaper: ‘What is Purity? For
Thirty-five Years the Answer has been Bourne’s Cocoa.’...Fancy being thirty-five















I got into bed and lay there looking at it and thinking of that picture advertising
the Biscuits Like Mother Makes, as Fresh in the Tropics as in the Motherland,
Packed in Airtight Tins, which they stuck up on a hoarding at the end of Market
Street.
There was a little girl in a pink dress eating a large yellow biscuit studded with
currants- what they called a squashed-fly biscuit- and a little boy in a sailor-suit,
trundling a hoop, looking back over his shoulder at the little girl. There was a tidy
green tree and a shiny paleblue sky, so close that if the little girl had stretched her
arm up she could have touched it. (God is always near us, So cosy.) And a high,
dark wall behind the little girl.
Underneath the picture was written:
The past is dear,
The future clear,
And, best of all, the present.
But it was the wall that mattered.
And that used to be my idea of what England was like.
















であるといってもいい (It was almost like being born again. (7))。」というように，
「生まれ変わった」かのようにというフレーズから始まる。この小説の最後に
は主人公アナ・モーガンはもうろうとした意識の中で「すべてをもう一度やり
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